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THE RUINS OF TROY

ON a mild misty November morning, my
friend from Berkshire and I stand on Cherry
Tree Pier, high above the Thames in Bermond-
sey's dockland, and look apprehensively towards
the East and the West*

Once this pier must have lain in the depths of
wooded river-side country; perhaps there was a
tavern beside it, and girls dancing under the
cherry trees. Now there is nothing to distinguish
it from the piers, wharves, cranes and warehouses
that lie between the river bank and Jamaica
Road; nothing but the sense, which still persists,
of standing far out in mid-stream as though on
the top deck of a ship. Westwards we look across
the Pool of London towards the beautiful arch of
Tower Bridge, still proudly intact; eastwards
the river curves broadly past Rotherhithe to-
wards Greenwich and the distant sea. Amongst
the cranes and wharves which stretch along
both banks as far as our eyes can reach, we find,
as we sadly expected, the burnt-out skeletons
of warehouses which on many past nights have
lighted the East-End sky with their fires, and
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